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Beginnings 


And  then  there  was  that  June  day 
When  I  took  you  by  the  hand 
And  led  you  out  along  the  ridge 
Past  the  woods  to  the  wide 
Blueberry  meadows, 
Past  the  height  of  land 
To  Snow  Hole,  where 
We  pelted  each  other 
With  summer  snow  balls. 

You  remember.  We  came  back 

And  ate  our  lunch 

Upon  that  height  of  land 

And  thought  ourselves  eagles.  We  could  see 

Half  Berkshire  County 

And  all  Petersburg  below. 

We  were  nobles  then  — 

Rulers  of  our  world.  We  made 

Luxurious  love 

On  beds  of  moss  six  inches  deep, 

And  afterwards, 

We  lay  and  looked  up  at  the  sky, 

Arm  to  arm  as  children  do, 

Who  know  they'll  never  die. 


Do  you  recall  how  deep  a  blue 
The  sky  was  then?  So  deep, 
So  full  of  light  that  we 
Were  dazzled  and  cut  off  by  it  — 
Alone  upon  a  lap  of  heated  earth 
In  the  presence  of  the  Word. 

Which  of  us  came  back  first?  It  seems 

That  when  I  turned  to  look  at  you, 

You  did  the  same  to  me 

And  neither  of  us  led  the  way. 

Perhaps  that's  why 

The  way  has  led  the  same  for  both  of  us, 

Although  we  learned,  long,  long  ago, 

That  even  those  who  love  on  to  the  end 

Must  someday  say  goodbye. 

George  Hoar 


Woman 

at  Night 


g 


your  legs  and  thighs  — 
a  metronome  of  rhythm, 
pendulum  of  light, 
swinging 

through  the  cool  tangle  of  night  — 
its  marble  lustre  strokes  you; 
your  face,  moon-like, 
floats  under  motlied  boughs  — 
and  you  smile,  as  shadowy  faces 
shining  in  the  streets 
like  dark,  wet  leaves 
turn  toward  you  — 

eyelids  opening,  closing; 
oysters  hiding  pearls 

Don  Wilson 


October,  1940 

I  watch  familiar  youth  as  he  strides 
The  way  towards  the  Glen. 
Bright  silver  sun  shines  rustling  gold 
In  the  trees  and  at  his  feet. 

The  path  leads  down 

From  heights  into  the  cleft  within  the  hill, 

And  from  below, 

Come  dampness  and  the  tumbling  of  the  brook. 

Down  he  skips, 

Step  by  boulder  step, 

Past  glint  of  silver  sand, 

Past  moss  growing  silent  on  damp  rock. 

To  the  meadow  and  the  pool. 

I  see  him  bend  and  fling  aloft  a  clutch  of  leaves, 
Note  the  travel  of  the  breeze, 
Follow  it  away  towards  the  east. 

And  as  he  goes,  I  feel 

The  touch  of  air  upon  his  ear  once  again  — 

A  last  kiss  from  the  Glen. 

Fourteen  came  to  him  but  once, 
Yet  the  Glen  and  the  day 
Are  still  with  me. 


George  Hoar 


The  Shoppe    /l#  "fcf 


We  were  on  foot,  traveling  through  some  remote  section 
of  Chinatown  in  San  Francisco  when  we  passed  the 
place.  Janice  noticed  them  first.  She  grabbed  my  arm 
and  said,  "Jesus,  look  at  all  those  frogs."  Since  she 
collects  frogs,  this  was  not  an  unusual  statement. 
Casually  I  glanced  over  expecting  to  see  a  frog  ashtray, 
poster  or  some  sort  of  stuffed  toy  frog  in  the  nearby 
storefront  display.  Much  to  my  amazement,  however, 
the  entire  window  was  filled  with  the  biggest,  fattest,  live 
frogs  I  had  ever  seen. 

As  we  entered  the  shop,  a  little  Chinese  man 
grabbed  two  frogs  out  of  the  window  and  slapped  them 
onto  the  counter  for  an  oriental  woman  to  examine.  His 
fingers  left  indentations  on  the  wet,  fleshy  skin  of  their 
backs.  They  stared  blindly  into  space  as  the  woman 
poked  and  pulled  at  their  legs  examining  and  squeezing 
them.  It  was  an  absorbing  but  curious  show.  Abruptly 
she  stopped  and  shook  her  head  no.  The  little  man 
picked  up  the  frogs,  thrust  them  back  into  the  window 
and  grabbed  two  more.  There  was  an  encore  of  the  first 
performance  ending  when  the  woman  looked  up  and 
nodded.  The  two  then  broke  into  a  zealous  bickering  in 
Chinese.  They  seemed  to  be  quibbling  about  a  price. 

Meanwhile,  I  finally  began  to  realize  these  cute 
little  frogs  were  on  death  row  or  I  must  have  looked 
shocked.  Janice's  eyes  met  mine.  She  gave  me  a  firm  and 
knowing  look  as  she  whispered,  "Well  .  .  .  she  doesn't 
want  'em  for  pets  .  .  .  Come  on,  let's  get  out  of  here." 


I  didn't  budge.  I  couldn't;  I  was  mesmerized  by 
this  bizzare  little  scene.  A  boy  was  called  out  of  the  back 
room.  Callously  grabbing  the  frogs,  he  slapped  them 
onto  a  cutting  board.  My  face  broke  into  a  sweat. 

Somewhere  beyond  the  loud  thumping  in  my  ears, 
I  heard  steel  scrape  stone  as  he  sharpened  the  cleaver.  I 
watched  him  manipulate  each  frog  into  position  on  the 
board.  They  looked  so  calm  and  innocent,  taking  a 
breath  here  and  there,  occasionally  blinking  an  eye.  A 
look  of  concentration  spread  over  the  boy's  face.  His  lips 
thinned  into  a  fine  line  of  determination. 

I  wanted  to  run  around  the  counter,  grab  the 
cleaver,  steal  the  frogs  and  bring  them  back  to  Boston, 
to  live  happily  ever  after  in  the  Charles.  I  didn't  move. 

The  cleaver  rose.  I  saw  it  coming  down  but 
couldn't  bear  to  watch  it  strike. 

The  scream  was  automatic.  The  water  in  my  eyes 
blurred  all  vision.  Blindly  I  searched  for  the  door.  My 
head  was  roaring  now,  but  I  still  heard  the  little  Chinese 
man  laughing  as  he  said,  "What  the  matter  girly,  you  no 
like  flog  leg?" 

Elaine  O'Regan 


The  little  boy  asked  me  if 
I'd  seen  the  elephant 
running  by. 

I  said  no.  There  weren't  any 
elephants  in  the  city. 

But  he  said  there  were. 

That's  when  the  elephant 
stepped  on  him. 

M.S.  Hatch 
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Monastery  at 
Harvard  Square 


After  seven  Daily  Hours 

sitting  dimly  by  window 

in  a  library 

full  of  piety 

with  black-robed 

"Monsignor  Ronald  Knox", 

street  lights  halo 

seven  Harvard  women 

pulled  one  by  one 

through  ripples  of  Charlesgate  moon 

magic  beyond  window, 

awaiting 

the  Hatha  sun  — 

Asanas 

of  seven  armed  men, 

clad  in  Apocalypse, 

trooping  gin  tanks 

down  Brattle  St.  in  thunder, 

deaf  to  my  Vigil 

as  a  charred  shelf  behind  me 

stares  at  me  blankly 

with  eyes 

of  Jungman's  "Pastoral  Liturgy" 

blurring  mandalas 


with  Gregorian  dust  on  windows; 

So  close  the  circle,  Monsignor  Knox! 

to  seven  Harvard  women, 

four  Moon  cycles, 

or  four  prancers  clacking  feet 

in  Jonathan  Swift's  cafe; 

Monsignor  Knox? 

can  you  trace  the  circle 

that  arcs  from  sun  to  moon 

or  from  seven  Daily  Hours 

to  seven  Streetlight  Lauds? 


Don  Wilson 


The  Days  When  the 
Damn  Dolls  Talk 

Up  to  my  arms 

in  hot  soapy  water 

Dishes  from  shameful 

yesterdays 

piled  up  around  me 

Giving  me  their  nasty, 

nice  glances 

and 

"If  this  were  Sharon's  house 
we'd  be  in  the  pantry" 
looks 

I  stare  them  down 
and  wash  the  snooty 
cups  first 

I'm  up  to  my  arms  in  hot 

soapy  water 

and  pinnochio  starts  .  .  . 

"I  need  a  bath" 
Yes  I  know 
I  take  the  time  to 
wash  him  up 
My  four-foot  tall 
wooden  tyrant 

But  his  dust  was  not  becoming 
so  I  understood 


I'm  up  to  my  arms  in 

soapy  water 

and  pinnochio  says 

"Please  set  me  by  the 
window  now" 
Yes,  I  know,  fall 
is  my  favorite  time 

and  you're  tired  of  the  kitchen  corner 
and  everyone  needs  a  change 

Don't  you  look  charming 
waving  out  the  window 
I'll  run  outside  and  wave  back 
Oh  yes,  I'll  take  your  picture 
But  now  this  is  enough! 

The  hot  soapy  water 

is  cold 

and  the  Lux  Liquid 

has  died 

and  the  day  is  sliding  away 

and  the  clock  is  arguing  with  me 

about  the  correct  time 

and  the  saucers  are  getting  snarly 

because  they  haven't  mated 

with  a  cup  in  so  long 

(They're  so  damn  indiscriminate  anyway) 


The  silverware  has  been 

in  a  civil  war 

and  there  are  bodies 

everywhere 

in  the  bottom  of  the  sink 

and  I  must  set  up  a  Triage 

and  separate  the  living 

from  the  dead 

and  the  forks  from 

the  spoons 

The  clock  is  getting  rude  now 

It's  telling  me 

Someones  coming  up  the  drive 

and  it's  time  to  make 

dinner 

and  conversations 

and  explanations 

and  I  hate  the  days  when  the  damn  dolls  talk 
Anne  L.  Hallett 
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Testament,  1984 


When  flash  and  flame  of  the  final  flight  have  passed 

And  the  dust  of  medium-sized  burnt  offering  has  settled, 

When  glorious  stained  glass  sunsets  have  reverted 

To  paler  and  more  usual  coloring, 

Then  will  perhaps  some  few  of  us  still  walk 

Beside  the  silent  nurseries, 

Past  vacant  homes  now  staring 

At  a  nearly  empty  road  and  beyond 

At  mountains  singed  to  autumn  leaf  in  June. 

What  silence  will  we  listen  to  as  we  talk? 
Will  small  birds  still  find  things  to  twitter  at? 
Will  the  last  few  cows  in  pasture  at  the  edge  of  town 
Still  have  a  calf  or  two  to  feed? 

Will  there  be  bulls? 

Will  there  be  seed  for  next  year's  grain 
And  will  the  grapes  ever  again 
Hang  heavy  from  the  vine? 

And  if  they  do,  what  sort  of  hands  shall  pick  and  reap, 

And  with  what  sort  of  tools? 

Which  of  us  will  be  laborers  and  savers  and  which 

thieves? 
Whither  shall  we  go  and  how,  who  find  we  cannot  stay? 


I  will  remember  — 

I  was  with  you  in  the  morning  and  at  noon, 
But  after  noon,  came  flaming  swords, 
And  silent  rays  carried  you  away. 

When  finally  inevitable  dogs  of  night 

Shall  come  for  me,  what  will  be  left 

For  me  to  leave,  and  for  whom  shall  I  leave? 

Will  there  be  nothing  but  a  trail  of  dragging  footsteps 

In  old  mud  petrified  by  time, 

Or  will  coincidental  twist  in  fall  of  accident, 

Having  thrice  destroyed,  pass  by  and  grant 

A  living  memory? 

Oh  memory,  if  you  be  granted  us, 

Remember,  remember  — 

The  day  the  day  turned  brighter  than  the  day. 

Remember  all  the  brilliance  and  the  fears  that  led  to 

death. 
Remember  that  intelligence 
Need  not  kill  itself. 

George  Hoar 


Independence  day 


"Get  an  education!  Then  you  can  pay  someone  to  do 
this  for  you,"  I  yelled  to  my  audience  from  under  the 
car.  When  my  exhaust  system  needed  repair,  and  I  was 
broke,  my  only  alternative  was  to  fix  it  myself.  My 
daughters  and  their  cousins  were  watching,  standing 
ready  with  tools  and  encouragement. 

"Marry  a  rich  man!  Then  HE  can  pay  someone  to 
do  that  for  you,"  my  father  hollered  jokingly  from  the 
front  porch.  We  often  disagree  about  the  appropriateness 
of  male-female  role  reversal,  but  this  was  no  time  to 
argue,  since  I  had  to  fix  my  car  and  he  has  less 
mechanical  expertise  than  I  do. 

So  under  the  car  I  went,  while  the  girls  laughed  at 
our  exchange.  I  think  they  knew  that  I  was  serious, 
though,  and  they  were  impressed  by  the  ferocity  of  my 
groans  and  grunts  as  I  tried  to  force  the  new  exhaust 
pipe  into  position.  Occasionally  I  cursed,  but  never  loud 
enough  for  my  father  to  hear. 

Being  under  the  car  was  like  being  in  a  cave.  My 
back  and  sides  seemed  surrounded  by  dark  walls  and  the 
light  by  my  feet  seemed  far  away.  I  felt  distant  and 
removed  from  my  children  and  their  cousins  though 
they  were  standing  only  a  few  feet  away.  Afraid  of  being 
crushed,  I  wanted  to  roll  over  and  crawl  out  fast.  Then, 
remembering  that  I  had  taken  care  to  make  the  car  safe 
on  its  ramps,  I  calmed  and  renewed  my  efforts. 

My  arms  ached  from  being  raised  above  my  head 
and  from  pulling  on  a  clamp.  My  knees  were  bruised 


and  dirty  from  pushing  against  the  stubborn  pipe.  There 
was  gravel  beneath  my  back,  and  I  could  feel  the  winter- 
cold  ground  despite  several  layers  of  clothing.  Lying 
there  flat,  I  realized  why  mechanics  wear  goggles.  Every 
time  I  bumped  the  bottom  of  the  car,  particles  of  greasy, 
clay-like  dirt  sprinkled  into  my  eyes  and  nose.  The  rag  I 
used  to  wipe  them  away  offered  welcome  freshness 
against  the  acrid,  oily  engine  smell.  I  hated  the  filth  and 
odor,  yet  I  was  determined  to  succeed.  I  couldn't  let  my 
young  audience  down,  especially  after  their  grandfather's 
remarks. 

I  worked  for  a  long  time,  sometimes  lifting  myself 
right  off  the  ground  trying  to  move  the  pipe  to  where  it 
could  be  clamped  securely.  As  I  struggled,  I  realized  that 
to  achieve  my  goal  I  must  make  myself  completely 
vulnerable.  I  must  use  all  my  strength  beneath  the  car, 
yet  trust  forces  outside  myself  to  hold  it  up,  to  keep  it 
from  falling  and  crushing  me.  That's  how  it  is  in  any 
contest,  I  thought.  Walk  through  the  fear,  trust,  reach, 
strain,  believe. 

Finally,  with  a  jolt,  the  clamp  jumped  and  held 
the  pipe  in  place.  I  felt  drained,  yet  exhilerated  by  my 
victory.  Then  I  tightened  the  bolts,  gathered  my  tools 
and  slid  out  into  the  sunshine.  The  little  girls  were 
patiently  waiting. 

Lynette  Morrison  Hart 
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Deceniber 

Once  a  faerie — small— I  skittered 
over  moon  shadow-webbed  lawns. 
So  small  I,  I  glittered  and  the 
moon  followed. 

Cast  away — dull — oak  leaves  skittered 
behind  me  they  whispered, 
they  could  no  longer  glitter  and  so 
they  followed. 

Small  I — I  could  not  save  them — the  suffocation 
immobilization  of  white  winter  snow. 
The  blank  grave  waits  knowingly,  certainly,  unasked 
it  followed. 

Once  a  faerie — I — small  I  skittered 
over  moon  shadow-webbed  lawns. 
But  now,  dull,  I  cannot  glitter,  knowing 
I  am  followed. 

Susanna  Graham 
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The  Pickup 


If  there  ever  comes  a  time  that  we — 

should  flee  from  what  we  now  share, 

let  us  go  by  holding  thoughts— 

of  friendship,  love,  and  care. 

I'll  come  to  you  when  time  has  past, 

when  things,  perhaps,  have  changed. 

I  fear  I'll  approach  a  cob-webbed  house 
with  inside  rearranged. 

I  pray  I'll  find  that  familiar  touch — 
that  face  I've  always  known, 

the  laughter  that  often  tickled  my  ear — 

that  friendship  from  which  I've  grown. 

And  if  the  choice  is  made  and  sealed 

for  us  to  stay  together, 
let  us  rekindle  our  close-knit  tie 

and  love  each  other  forever. 

Lisa  Christiano 


Trish  is  sitting,  Indian-style,  on  the  floor,  rewinding  and 
fastforwarding  an  Elton  John  tape  to  find  Bennie  and 
The  Jets.  Glaring  in  the  mirror,  I  impatiently  wrap  my 
hair  around  one  hot  roller  after  another,  pausing  only 
to  grab  a  hit  off  the  clove  cigarette  we're  sharing. 

"Don't  worry,"  I  say.  "I  have  no  intention 
whatsoever  of  ending  up  with  anyone.  I'm  through  with 
all  that." 

"I  certainly  hope  so,"  she  replies. 

"I'm  serious.  It'll  just  be  us  girls.  We'll  play  some 
pool." 

An  hour  and  a  half  later,  Kristin,  Trish,  and  I 
walk  into  Kaus,  the  local  college  bar.  We  know  just 
about  everyone  there.  Some  of  the  Theta  Chi's  are 
playing  pool;  the  rest  are  in  their  usual  spot,  alongside 
the  bar  by  the  restrooms.  Outside,  by  the  picnic  tables, 
Pi  Kapps  and  Sigma  Chi's  stand  around,  checking  out 
the  girls  as  they  come  in.  Sig  Eps,  Phi  Sigs,  everyone 
else  is  scattered  amongst  the  crowd. 

Loud  voices  and  laughter  mix  with  the  music 
blaring  from  the  jukebox.  Silent  football  figures  flash 
across  a  TV  above  the  bar  and  on  a  projected  screen 
near  the  tables.  Pitchers  of  beer  stand  upon  these 
lopsided,  cracked  wooden  tables,  around  which  rowdy 
games  of  quarters  are  in  progress.  Small,  beer-filled 
plastic  cups  are  everywhere,  many  lying  empty  and 
crushed  on  the  wet,  sticky  floor. 


It's  Wednesday  night.  Kaus  famous  nickel  beer 
special  starts  at  eight.  By  ten,  most  everyone  will  be 
wasted.  Thursday  morning  inevitably  brings  hangovers 
and  exaggerated  stories  of  who  ended  up  with  whom 
and  did  what  the  night  before.  Lately,  especially  on 
Wednesday  nights,  I've  ended  up  leaving  Kaus  with 
whichever  cute  guy  I've  had  my  eye  on.  Two  of  my 
most  recent,  Chris  and  Tim,  are  here  tonight.  It's  a  little 
awkward,  but  I  tell  myself  that  I  don't  care. 

It's  almost  the  truth.  I  haven't  felt  much  emotion 
lately.  I  order  five  nickel  beers  and  decide  that  if  either 
of  them  wants  to  talk  to  me,  he  can  make  the  first 
move.  Since  I  don't  expect  that  to  happen,  I  figure  I'm 
safe.  Trish  and  I  play  some  pool.  I  order  more  beers. 
Then  the  unexpected  happens. 

"While  I'm  at  the  bar,  Tim  walks  by,  stops  and  we 
talk.  By  now  the  beer  has  taken  a  slight  hold  over  me. 
Familiar  feelings  rise  within  and  I  consider  suppressing 
them,  thinking  of  my  earlier  decision.  But  then,  "What 
the  hell,"  I  reason,  "I  like  him  and  it  is  his  last  night." 
Tim  has  told  me  that  he  will  be  leaving  for  New  York 
tomorrow. 

We  bring  our  beers  and  sit  side  by  side  on  a 
bench,  our  feet  up  on  the  same  chair.  Cozy  and  yet 
pathetic.  Kristin  and  Trish  are  ready  to  leave.  I  don't 
want  to  go,  so  I  ask  Tim  for  a  ride.  I  tell  them  that  I'm 


staying  and  he'll  drive  me  home.  They  try  to  get  me  to 
leave,  but  I  won't.  I  want  to  be  with  Tim. 

I  stay;  we  leave.  Semi-drunk,  we  climb  into  his 
Trans-am.  Tim  puts  in  a  Tom  Petty  tape.  The  song 
"The  Wile  One— Forever"  starts  to  play.  I  lean  back  on 
the  black  leather  seat,  listening,  "Well  the  moon  sank, 
as  the  wind  blew,  and  the  streetlight  slowly  died.  Yeah, 
they  call  you  the  Wild  One,  said  'Stay  away  from  her', 
said  'She  could  love  no  one  if  she  tried'  ..."  Tim  looks 
over;  he  asks  if  I  want  to  go  back  to  his  apartment  and  I 
nod  yes.  A  thrill  runs  through  me;  I  shiver.  There's  no 
turning  back  now. 

The  car  stops  for  a  red  light.  He  leans  over;  kisses 
me.  We  kiss  again  at  the  red  light.  Before  I  know  it, 
we're  turning  into  the  driveway  to  his  apartment.  He 
cuts  off  the  motor,  kills  the  headlights,  and  we  go  in. 

Pamela  Claughton 


The  Unbaby 
Factory 

Bloodless  faces  file  past. 

Unwanted  life  drained  away. 

Onetwothreefour 

as  quick  as  that, 

the  automaton  doctor  does  his  job. 

With  hardly  a  nod 

or  how  d'you  do. 

D.  Dunn 


"Strange  Fantasy" 

As  absurd  as  it  may  sound 

I'm  romantically  obsessed 

with  he  who  teaches  that  torturous  subject 

(:  math) 

to  unwilling  victims 

of  "core  requirements." 

It  struck  me  suddenly  one  day: 

crept  up  on 

mind,  body,  and  soul. 

My  joy  and  spontenaity  were  gone 

(in  a  flash) 

as  I  calculated  the  probability 

of  a  satisfactory  solution, 

I  was  overwhelmed  with  self-doubt. 

"What's  wrong,  my  dear?"  my  mother  said, 

between  her  daily  "caution  list" 

of  "always"  and  "nevers." 

"You  don't  understand,"  I  said 

(my  typical  reply), 

"This  shouldn't  happen  to  me; 

I  have  a  life  to  worry  about." 


Little  good  it  does 

to  fight  the  inevitable; 

I  got  him  off  my  mind 

for  about  a  week, 

then  he  came  back,  full  force, 

like  the  flu  .  .  . 

How  did  it  happen? 

Long,  solitary  hours 

at  my  desk 

set  the  stage  for  tedium 

and  mental  wandering; 

to  fill  the  gap  (of  soulful  inquiring 

— as  wide  as  Haley's  Comet — 

I  indulged  in  harmless  fantasy, 

and  got  caught  in  my  own  trap! 

I  know  deep  in  my  being 
that  he  could  quench  my  fire, 
and  extinguish  the  very  spark 
which  animates  me. 
So  I  thank  a  benevolent  destiny 


that  none  of  this  is  present  reality; 
Absolutes  are  frightening! 

Yet  consequently 

I  find  myself 

hopelessly  addicted  to  (yuck!)  math; 

I  awake  at  night 

in  a  cold  sweat, 

algebraic  equations 

imprinted  on  my  brain. 

And  I  never  have 

a  moment's  peace, 

because  within  the  cure 

lies  the  seeds 

of  infinite  problems  .  .  . 

Carole  ].  Schiffman 


Jr^J. 


V 


Drawing 

Pen  and  Ink  with  Wash 

Christi  Pierson 


Forcing  Forsythia 


In  midwinter  when  the  slushgrey  sky 

and  earth  are  one. 

When  weary  of  the  shorter  days 

and  longer  nights, 

aching  for  some  light  and  colour; 

a  hint 

a  teasing 

of  Spring. 

I  make  my  pilgrimmage 

to  the  forsythia 

at  the  bottom  of  the  road. 

With  most  humble  sincerity 

I  beg  permission  of  the  nymph  within. 

To  bend  her  branches 

and  break  her  limbs. 

To  create,  by  my  act  of  violence, 

a  peace  of  beauty  for  my  soul. 

On  my  bedstand  reverently  placed 

in  my  Grandmother's  vase, 

the  dead  branches  are  a  temple- 

of  hopeful  Spring. 

A  week  of  impatient  waiting 

is  rewarded  with  the  first  pregnant  bud, 

and  I  run  through  the  house  rejoicing. 

D.  Dunn 


February  16,  1985 


There  was  one  painting  I  shall  never  forget.  Dawn. 
Dawn  it  was,  real  dawn.  Not  the  audaude  of  poetry — 
not  the  silken-curtained  sunrise  of  Romeo  and  Juliet.  Soft 
in  color,  yes,  poetic  that  way.  But  not  in  expression. 
Raw  dawn.  A  dawn  of  contrasts  —  no  of  conflicts.  Soft, 
pastel  colors  straining  against  the  very  thing  they  were 
composing. 

Dawn.  A  woman  rising.  And  shining  from  the 
small  of  her  waist  the  sun,  partial,  lost  in  her  flesh.  No 
ideal  woman  here.  No  Botticellian  beauty.  And  yet  the 
essence  of  beauty,  beauty  before  it's  born  and  called 
beautiful.  A  strong  woman,  thick,  angular,  fleshy. 
Formless  really  but  dominant.  Face  of  rock — elemental. 
Medusa  hair. 

Raw  dawn.  The  inflamed  bare  flesh  of  the 
wrinkled  newborn  gasping  for  air.  The  cold  black  mud- 
floor  of  the  ocean,  just  after  the  tide  has  turned,  wet, 
sucking  downward.  Raw  dawn.  The  translucent  milky- 
pearl  larva;  waxy  green  knot  of  the  April  bud.  Raw 
dawn.  As  warm  as  the  bloody  afterbirth.  And  cold  like 
the  dark  earth  that  buries  it. 

Susanne  Norton  Plunkett 
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Sue 

Pen  and  Ink 

David  Laakso 


The  Alley 


You  used  to  pray 

at  midnight, 
with  darkness 

as  your  priest, 
the  blackness 

was  your  cover, 
and  leathers 

gave  you  peace. 

But  the  streetlight's 

got  you  cornered, 
the  switchblade's 

stained  in  red, 
the  cops'  blue  light 

is  in  your  eyes, 
and  hatred's 

all  that's  bred. 

You've  lived  among 

the  dead  and  dying, 
don't  always  like 

what  you  see, 
don't  even  know 

when  you're  lying, 


and  you're  an  awful 

lot  like  me. 

You've  given  some 

and  saved  the  rest, 
you  can  believe 

that  I  know  why, 
the  time  has  come 

to  run  your  best, 
and  you'll  do  it 

or  you'll  die. 

Snee  Glynn 


Vincent  Van  Gogh 

Ahead 

A  road  wet  from  the  night  rain 

The  puddles  scatter  light  to  where 

The  trees  lean  from  both  sides 

To  touch  at  the  end  of  the  road 

The  center  black  but  dry 

And  the  fields  flat  and  endless 

Squeeze  the  road 

Their  haystacks  creep  across  the  plain 

To  echo 

Where  you  have  been  you  cannot  go 

And  clouds,  rivers  of  white  and  gray 

Begin  and  begin  but  never  end 

The  limbs  of  the  trees,  empty  of  birds 

Grasp  for  air.  It  is 

Almost  dawn  and  time 

To  see  the  edge  of  something. 


Dennis  Martin 


The  Toolbox 

My  father  was  a  toolbox 

Always  ready  for  repairs; 

His  wrenches  wrought  his  jewels. 

The  day  my  father  died 

He  was  once  again  a  box  of  fools, 

His  body  white  and  bloated, 

Nose  and  arms  hung 

On  slim  green  tubes,  his  only  rules; 

And  divorced  from  all  his  baggage 

Both  in  and  behind  his  buick, 

He  never  witnessed  his  ex-wives 

Pry  his  trunk  and  divide  his  tools. 


Dennis  Martin 


Drawing 

Scratchboard 
Ruth  Stevens 


Taboos 


I  love  you 

I  take 

too  much 

your  pants 

to  hang 

and  right 

your  laundry 

them 

upside  down 

You  hang 

Stringing  you 

on  the  line 

up  by  your 

your  dignity 

ankles,  is 

intact 

invoking 

pagan  spells  brc 

ancient  curses 

Ugly  apparitions 

Anne  L.  Hallett 

circle 

around  my 

head 

like  crows 

I'm  afraid 

to  look 

in  the  trees 

Will  you 

be  there? 

Drawing 
Scratchboard 
Ruth  Stevens 


